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Science Fiction/Double Feature 


Author's Notes: 
my love for the rocky horror soundtrack is as big as a truck so i wrote this. half hour one shot, no effort 


spent in making it sound good but i hope you enjoy it anyway 


also im so bad at writing anything remotely sexual omg im so sorry 


" „wonderin if you wanted to go see a movie." 

Bill raised an eyebrow at this guy, this weirdo, who stood leaning on his family's gate. 

He recognised him, yeah - that kid from his Drivers’ Ed class. The popular one that sat in front of him and 
always smelt of weed and cheap coffee and cigarettes. 


What was his name? Isbell, wasn't it? 


Yeah. Yeah, he was Isbell alright. 


"With you?" Bill asked, speaking slow with caution. This is a joke, he thought. Has to be. 
"Well, yeah, kind of why I'm here." Isbell replied, with a funny smirk dancing around his mouth. 


Why is this kid, of all people, asking him to the movies? 


Did he want to be friends? Or was it just some sour practical joke? 

‘Like a date?" Bill found himself asking, and blushed when he realised what he'd said 

Isbell laughed. It was smooth, raspy, and rice to hear. 

"Is that the first thing you think of when someone asks you to hang out?" 

"Well, it doesnt happen very often. | don't even know you, why do you want to hang out?" 

Isbell just chuckled again A few strands of thick hair fell into his eyes. 

"They're showin’ that horror flick from a couple years back, Rocky Horror. You interested?" 

Bill tugged at the heavy wool cardigan he was wearing. The sky was a dusty pink, which meant the sun was 
setting, He knew his dad would be at the bar, but he didn't know for how long 


He'd be angry when he found out that not only had Bill left the house without permission, he'd skipped out on 


his chores to see a movie he knew his father would disapprove of, with a boy he'd care for even less. 


But if he said no, then what would Isbell think? And what would he tell his friends? 


Bill was already out-casted enough as it was. 
"Well?" Isbell tilted his head, eyes glinting in what may have been hope. 

Bil sighed. His home life wouldn't get any better if he said no, but his school life might if he said yes. 
"Alright" 

Isbells eyes lit up. 

"Awesome" He tapped the gate. "Come on, then” 

"What, now?" 

"Yes, now’ 


Bill hesitated for a moment, looking over his shoulder for his mother or siblings. 


They wouldn't notice him gone. 


He stepped forward and opened the gate before letting himself out. 


Let's go, then" He murmured, folding his arms and staring at the ground, letting the other boy guide the way. 
They started walking in silence. 


"So," Isbell began, pulling out a cigarette and holding it in his teeth while he rooted through his pockets for a 


lighter, "Your name is William, isn't it?" 


"You ask me to the movies and you're not even sure of my name?" Bill deadpanned, blinking at the gravel road 


in front of them. "I prefer Bill, if you're gonna call me anything." 
"Fair enough." 
"And you, your name is Isbell." 


"That's my surname," he smiled, removing the cigarette from his lips, "You should call me Jeff. Everybody else 


does." 

"| don't like that name. I'm going to call you Isbell instead" 

Jeff grinned. 

"You're very blunt," he said, "But at least consider Izzy." 

'Izzy." Bill repeated, stopping for a second, 

Izzy carried on for a few steps and stopped, glancing over his shoulder at the redhead. 
"You know, you stare at the floor like you're in love with it" 

Bill looked up. 

The sun hit lzzy just right in that moment. 


Whatever it was - a fucking sign from god or something. 
His hair, Bill discovered, wasn't black, but a very dark brunet and it formed a perfect halo around Izzy's thin 


silhouette. Nothing too poetic but it was pretty and, like a moth to a flame, Bill found himself drawn to it. 
"So you stare at most things like you're in love with them then?" 


"What?" 


"Nothing," Izzy smiled, "Come on, we're going to be late." 

Bill had only been in a movie theatre once in his life beforehand, and he couldn't even remember when. There 
was only one in Lafayette and it hadn't changed much from the last time he saw it, however long ago that 
might've been. 

The lobby was..red. That's all he had to say about it. It was just fucking red. 

Izzy had already bounded over to the ticket booth. 

"Two for Rocky Horror," he spoke casually. 

The guy working the booth raised his eyebrows but said nothing. Bill suddenly felt a lot more self-conscious. 
"You want some popcorn or somethin?" Izzy offered, once he was handed the tickets. Bill shook his head. 
"Then come on" 

So they went forward, handed in their tickets and entered the room. 


"Previews," Izzy grunted, "But it's empty, at least. Where'd'ya wanna sit?" 


He was right; it was empty, all aside from one man in the front. 


Bill shrugged. 


"Sit in the back, then," Izzy ordered. Bill nodded and sat, not catching the other boy's small, badly suppressed 


smirk. Izzy flung himself down next to Bill 

"You ever seen this movie?" Izzy sighed, trying to ignite conversation. 

"Nah," Bill fumbled with the cuff of his cardigan, "My parents are pretty strict about this stuff" 

Izzy glanced up, "That explains a lot, to be honest.” 

"How do you mean?" 

He shrugged. "Just, you're always quiet in class. Kind of..not wanting to do anything unless you have to." 
Bill raised his eyebrows. 


"Shit," Izzy whimpered, scratching the back of his head, "That's not what | meant. You- you just seem a little 


reserved, is all." 


"So you took me out because you pitied me?" 
"No!" 
"Then | don't know what you're getting at." Bill folded his arms. 


Izzy was silent for a moment. 
"I took you out ‘cause | want to be your friend, man" 


More silence. 

"Why?" 

"What is this, twenty fuckin’ questions?" 

Bill gave a lifeless chuckle. 

"So you got sick of only talking to me so you could cheat from my test?" 

"Somewhere along those lines. Drivers’ Ed ain't my favourite subject." 

‘It's easier than most classes. All you have to remember is ‘don't die' and you get an A+." 
Izzy laughed. Bill liked that laugh, he liked it a lot - it was genuine. 

He thought that a laugh like that wasn't something that could be easily manipulated. 


If Izzy laughed, then it was real. Not spiteful, not scornful, not angry. 


That's kind of what Izzy was radiating in that moment: authenticity. 
What you see is what you get. 


And Bill was relatively satisfied with what he got. 

"Dude, you stare a lot, don't you?" Izzy was grinning, waving a hand in front of Bill's face. 

Fuck, sorry,” Bill blinked, blushing, "I just tend to zone out sometimes." 

"No worries. | find it flattering." Izzy winked at Bill, who in return now felt like his face was on fire. 


"What do you even think about that makes you stare like that? If anyone'd seen that, they'd have thought you 


were my boyfriend or somethin." 


Bill pretended not to hear that last part and shrugged his shoulders. 


"I just hear somethin’ and my mind wonders.” 

"Like the sound of your own voice?" 

"C'mon, who wouldn't get lost in that?" He smirked, and Izzy gave another chuckle. 
"Point taken," he smiled, and his voice lowered, "Hey, man, can | ask you a question?" 
"Go for it" 


Despite the confirmation, Izzy didn't say a word, almost like he was mulling over whether he really wanted to 


say what was on his mind. Bill was about to remind him when he opened his mouth. 

"Have you ever dated anyone?" 

Izzy's question took him by surprise, it took a few seconds to process. 

"What?" 

"Well, you said your parents were strict, | just wondered if they'd let you date anyone." 

Now it was Bill's turn to be silent. 

"Well, for something like that, | don't see why I'd need their permission," he said eventually. 

"But have you?" Izzy pressed. Bill had no idea what this kid was getting at, but he seemed relentless. 
"No" He replied quietly. 

Izzy nodded, bringing a leg up onto the seat and resting his chin on it. 

"Ever kissed anyone?" His voice was quieter than Bill's, and he wasn't looking at him. 

"None of your business, is it?" Bill raised his voice defensively, taking Izzy by surprise. 

"Dude, | didn't mean to pry or nothin, | just." he trailed off, swallowing hard. "I'm curious, is all." 
"Why?" Bill snapped, and Izzy's eyes went wide. 

"Man, chill, alright?" His voice was stern, kind of like that of a teacher's. 


Bill said no more, Izzy said no more, and the previews kept on rolling. 


"Sorry," Bill sighed, and Izzy turn to face him with an expression of..well, not really anything. 
"Don't apologise, | shouldn't've asked" He dismissed it. Just like that. 


Bill could see why, it would be embarrassing to drag it out, but he couldn't help feeling slightly offended. Why 
did he ask in the first place, anyway? Unless this really was meant to be a date. Ha. 


Once again, he twisted his attention to the ever-loyal cardigan sleeve, pulling at the loose threads. 

Imagine that. A date. What would his stepfather say then - or worse, do? IT was completely, utterly ridiculous, 
even if you disregarded the fact that they were both boys And never mind the fact that it was impossible 
for someone like Izzy, with a good complexion and pretty face, with huge eyes and the two studs in his ears, 
with parents that let him tear holes in perfectly good jeans, to even be slightly interested in someone like Bill, 
with blatant ginger hair and a temper to match. 

"No," Bill murmured, and Izzy's head snapped up. 

"What?" 

"No," He repeated, drawing in a deep breath, "I've never kissed anyone." 

"Parents are that strict, huh?" 

"I think it's more down to the fact that l'm not very popular." 

Izzy snorted. 

“That's hardly a factor." He grinned and shook his head. 

"I'm sure you're right," Bill rolled his eyes. 

It was that moment the lights dimmed, and he heard Izzy draw in a quick breath. 

“About fucking time," he grumbled into the darkness, and Bill sniggered. 

The screen was black, and light piano music started to play. 

And a pair of lips started to sing. 

And it got really weird. 

Like, really weird. 


"Hey, Bill” He heard Izzy whisper. 


"Hm?" 


"Would you like to?" 
"What?" 

"Kiss someone" 
"What, now?" 

"Yeah. Now" 

"Well. k-kiss who?" 


He saw Izzy in the darkness lower his leg, while looking at him with large, glassy, hopeful eyes. He was biting 


his lip anxiously. 

"Me." He whispered. 

Shit. 

So it was a date after all 

‘I | dont know, Izzy, l." Bill trailed off as he felt Izzy's hand on the back of his neck. 


This was the kid that sat in front of him, that indiscreetly copied off his tests, that was always surrounded 
by another group of kids, where the guys had long hair and the girls liked Led Zeppelin. 


And here he was, somewhat vulnerable, asking Bill to kiss him. 

Bill knew he couldn't say yes. 

So he didn't say anything. 

He grabbed the front of Izzy's shirt, clenching the fabric tightly, trying to control his pulse. 

He looked up; Izzy's face was only inches from his own. The hand still planted on his neck pulled him closer, and 
closer, and closer. The piano music in the background launched into full chorus, saxophone and strings blaring, 

and Izzy kissed him. Soft, at first, like he was almost hesitant, and then harder, opening his mouth slightly. Bill 
had no idea what to do, and copied Izzy's movements. He felt Izzy's Tongue enter his mouth and if he wasn't 


still clutching onto Izzy's shirt, probably would have jumped away in shock 


But he didn't. Instead, he found himself whimpering, nearly moaning and he could've sworn he felt Izzy smirk 


against his lips. 


If perfect existed, then that's what that moment would've been. 

The music in the background was perfect. The theatre was perfect. Izzy was perfect. 
The world could've ended and it would've been perfect or at least, pretty damned close. 
Kissing in a movie theatre. How cliché. 
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How long had it been? Five minutes? Ten? Twenty? 


Maybe the world had ended after all. 

Either way, Bill had somehow found his way onto Izzy's lap, his hair forming a curtain around the two. There 
were short gasps, moans, groans floating around in the air. Izzy's lips had found their way to Bill's throat, 
biting, sucking, and kissing the pale skin below his jawline. 

"H-hell, Izzy," he murmured, fixing his hand in Izzy's thick, dark hair, pulling slightly. 


"Hang on," Izzy commanded, voice darker, rougher, "Shift here, like this, see.” 


He twisted Bill around on the seats, forcing him to sit atop Izzy. Straddling him, almost. 
Bill gasped at the sudden friction The oversized cardigan was falling off his shoulders now. 


"Now, come here," Izzy muttered, grabbing the collar of Bill's shirt and pulling him down into another deep, 


dizzy kiss. He rolled his hips upwards, and Bill gave a strangled yelp. 

Izzy chuckled. "Okay?" he smiled. 

"Yes." Bill whispered, burying his face into Izzy's neck, who in turn reached for the button on Bill's jeans. 
"What are you doing?" Bill half-hissed, grabbing Izzy's wrist. 

"IIl give you three guesses." 

"Don't be a smartass, man," he groaned, "Just- I'm pretty sure this is illegal.” 

Izzy narrowed his eyes. 

"C'mon, man, it's not like I'm gonna fuck you," he spoke, "I'm just helpin' you get off." 

"Here, though?!" 


‘Its dark, and we're the only ones around." 


Good thing it was dark, too, because Bill was bright red. 
"Don't," he mumbled, "Don't you dare." 
Izzy smirked and reached for the button, finding no fight waiting for him. 


"Whoops," he teased, before leaning in and kissing Bill softly. 


He unbuttoned the jeans, well aware of Bill's pulse going crazy. 


He reached down and rubbed the other boy the thin fabric of his underwear, every badly suppressed moan 


adding to his own arousal. Bill once again hid his face in Izzy's shoulder. 

Izzy pulled back the waistband, savouring the quick gasp Bill gave him. 

He stroked the throbbing erection, starting slow. He could feel Bill's hands tightening around his shirt; he could 
feel the heat from the redhead's face on his shoulder. 

"Okay?" Izzy repeated. 


"Yes," was the hushed, cloudy reply. 


Izzy smiled against Bill's hair and kept working his hand, going faster while listening to the strangled sounds of 
suppressed moans - the type where the pitch went higher and higher and higher... 


This boy could shriek. 

And then it was over. The proof was over his hand, hot, wet and sticky. 

"O-oh, god.." Bill clasped his hand over his mouth, “I-I'm so..ch my god." 

"Hey, chill out, what did you think was gonna happen?" 

"'l- | don't." He let out a distressed groan. 

First kiss and first handjob, big day for you." Izzy grinned again, chuckling when Bill shoved him in the arm. 
He shifted around in the seat so that he was sitting up, and Bill was next to him, half on his lap. 

"Should we watch this thing now?" Izzy suggested, draping his arm over Bill's shoulders. 

"Probably. Looks fuckin’ weird though, to be honest." 
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"That was terrible." 

"What? Come on, it wasn't that bad" 

"If you can actually tell me what just happened, I'll give you ten bucks." 
"Um," Izzy thought for a second, "The guy in the lingerie was an alien" 
"and?" 

"yeah, | was lost too, you win" 

Bill grinned. "What's my prize?" 

"ll take you out again" 

"Pretty shitty prize, Izzy." 

Izzy chuckled, flipped his hair from his eyes, and stood up. 

"Let's go," he said, "I'll walk you back." 

Ugh. Home. 

Bill stood up, running a hand through his hair. 


The only other man in the movie theatre, that they'd forgotten all about, walked past towards the exit, but 
not before stopping and glaring at the two. 


They stopped still, and Bill found himself once again turning a shade of crimson. 


"Your boyfriend's got some screech, kid" The man frowned at Izzy and continued walking, leaving the two boys 


gaping in silence. 
"He's not wrong," Izzy shrugged with a laugh, and Bill punched him on the arm lightly. 


They then made their way out through the lobby and into the street. 
It was dark already. Stephen wouldn't be happy at all. 


‘Izzy, you don't need to walk me back, I'll be fine." Bill insisted and Izzy raised an eyebrow. 


"You're sure?" 


"Yeah, yeah." 
"Well, okay, | guess. Hey, Bill? 

"Yeah?" 

"Can | take you out again?" 

Bill smiled. "Like a date?" 

Izzy smiled back. "Yeah. Like a date” 

“We'll see. No more alien transvestite movies, though. 

“Course not" 

More awkward silence ensued so Izzy shuffled forward, leant down and hesitantly kissed the redhead 
"Right, well," he coughed, "See you then’ 

And he was gone. 

And Bill was happy. 


Smirking at the fading silhouette, he left in the opposite direction, ambling home. 


